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by threatening to curse those who gave him nothing.
Rolling his bloodshot eyes, he said that he had cursed
the wife of a blacksmith so that she died, and her grave
had kept burning for seven years afterwards. Fearing
greatly, many gave. In the western Punjab, perhaps
throughout the province, what with pirs, brahmins,
and beggars, the burden imposed upon the peasant by
the supposed obligations of religion must be equal to
a second land revenue. It is a case of religion gone
wrong, and no one would have condemned it more
vigorously than the founder of Muhammadanism.
* Verily/ says the Prophet, *it is better for one of you to
take your rope and bring a bundle of wood upon your
back and sell it ... than to beg.' And again: 'Acts of
begging are scratches and wounds, by which a man injures
his own face/ Yet every fear and hope in the peasant's
mind is exploited in the name of religion, and the result
is a system of imposture, quackery, and blackmail
without parallel, one would think, in any country in
the world.

Drama, where we spent the day, is the name given
to old Dera Ghazi Khan, once with its gardens and
palms 'one of the most lovely spots in the Punjab',1 but
now a place of derelict bungalows and offices, which
were deserted when the Indus began to wash away the
town. In the evening we set out for Ghazi Ghat and the
rail-head on the other side of the river, and once again
found ourselves riding along a road strewn with golden
grass. We recrossed the Indus, here only 500 yards
wide, by a bridge of 41 boats. The sun was setting over
the hills of Solomon (Suleman) in a blaze of golden light,
and the great river shone like silk shot with many
colours. I rejoiced that my lot was set in India. We
rode into Ghazi Ghat at dusk, the last stage of the
242 miles from Lyallpur satisfactorily accomplished.
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1 Edwardes, op. cit., x.